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Shoe for e Men 


Whatever the gathering of smartly turned out sports fol- 
lowers—football, the polo field or the country club veran- 
dah—the preference for Johnston & Murphy shoes among 
the well groomed is immediately apparent. 


For fall wear—cither town or country—the Highland 
Oxford, a sturdy wing tip brogue, finds favor. 


The Championship 
Game 


The Highland Oxford, Style No. 316 


This smart model in imported Brown Scotch Grain, is 
a popular style for outdoor wear. Also in Black Scotch 


' Grain No. 416. Sold by a leading dealer near you. Ask 
for style booklet. 
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JMUYGING™ BOOKS 


Passewrine this week, ladies and 

gentlemen, Thomas Beer and Her- 
bert Asbury, two of our best and most 
vigorous writers, both literary white 
hopes for, if there still exists such a 
the American Cham- 
pionship of the Globe. It is interest- 
ing to note how these lads are pretty 
nearly the Siamese Twins of Ameri- 


voal, Writing 


can Letters. Both are of the same 
generation, being born within two 


vears of each other; both are from the 
Middle West; both were in the war; 
both have reached the mellowing stage 
of their prime of life; both have pro- 
duced keen connotations on Ameri- 
cana, fighting the same bugaboos along 
the same literary paths. 

It is further interesting to 
wherein they differ. Beer was born 
to a heritage of wealth-.and tradition. 


note 


He knows the drawing-room. He has 
developed into a scholarly recluse. 


Asbury peeped into the world in the 
spiritually barren precincts of a Mis- 
ouri church town. He has become a 
The 
charming diatribes, spun in fine figures 
The other gets 
his nose into the dirt and writes of the 
grimy ones in the arena with the gusto 
and detailed carelessness of a city- 
desk star. But both axe, 
Now they have written superior bi- 
ographies of parallel lives. 

Beer has given us “Hanna,” an ele- 
gant apologia and historic note on that 
aristocratic playboy of politics. As- 
bury’s contribution is “Carry Nation,” 
a complete routing of that common, 
hatchet While 
smashing Mark 


newspaper man. one issues 


of literary elegance. 


swing an 


humorless woman. 


Carry was saloons, 
was making a President. 

Both these characters have had tre- 
mendous influence on America. Both 
were common spokesmen, Carry crys- 
tallized for Prohibition; 
Hanna was the first big business boss 
in the Senate. 


sentiment 


Carry was more un- 
scrupulous than funny; Hanna more 
amusing than unscrupulous. 

“Carry Nation” is a_ hysterically 
funny book—one of the year’s funni- 
est—but Asbury has proved she car- 
ried dynamite in her bag of clown’s 
tricks. the case of 
Carry we again find a thwarted sex 
life raising the very devil with our 
home-grown folkways. Just as Mary 
Baker Eddy’s marital troubles had a 
big hand in founding the Christian 
Science Church, so terrible Carry’s 
lead directly to the 18th Amendment. 


Curiously, in 


As far as we're concerned, these 
two books are living monuments. 


They give us two portraits of the 
mores of the American meddling club- 
woman and American political boss 
that should stand for all times. 


—Tep SHANE, 
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Stoney Lenz—who needs no intro 


SIDNEY LENZ tells Jim Henry 


yduction to the readers of Judge—tells 


Jim Henry, Mennen salesman, how he solved a problem for himself, 
“The one correct solution to my 
s / 
Shaving Problem” 


« AN to man, Jim, this new 

cream of yours is the 100% 
solution to a shaving problem—at 
least, as far as I am concerned. In my 
long shaving career, I’ve fussed 
around with a good many shaving 
creams. But it wasn’t until I tried 
Mennen Menthol-iced that I could 
get a shave that’s cool as well as 
smooth. 1 don’t know what the dif- 
ference is—I guess it’s the menthol— 
but that cool, tingling lather cer- 
tainly appeals to me... In any shav- 
ing contest, Menthol-iced ought to 
get the first prize....” 


Cool—the moment the lather 
bubbles up from the brush. Cool— 
while your blade does its work. Cool 
—for a long time after—that’s the 
new Mennen Menthol-iced shave! Its 


bracing, tonic-like stimulation suits 
young faces, young ideas—and young 
standards of well grooming. Try it! 


2 Tyres or MENNEN— 
Menthol-iced or Without Menthol 


Mennen is the only manufacturer 
who makes two kinds of shaving 
cream; Mennen Without Menthol (in 
the green striped carton)—for years 
the standby of millions of men who 
know a quick, smooth shave when 
they get one. Now—Mennen Men- 
thol-iced (in the orange striped carton) 
—the same fine shaving cream—with 
menthol blended into it. 

Both creams have DERMUTATION 
—the exclusive Mennen process which 
softens the beard, lubricates the razor 
and tones the skin! 


PISIINEN siciic cxcans 


TWO KINDS—MENTHOL-ICED AND WITHOUT MENTHOL 














A MAN‘S 
CHRISTMAS GIFT! 


Here’s a new Mennen gift!—It’s just the thing 
to please any shaver, 16 years old ... or 60! It’s 
the new Mennen for Men Christmas Box. A 
beautiful holiday box containing a full size tube 
of Mennen Shaving Cream, Mennen Skin Balm 
and Mennen Talcum for Men—all for $1.25... 


at your druggist. A real bargain! 
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Studebaker Commander Eight Brougham. Six wire wheels and trunk standard eguipment. $1695 at the factory. 


_ Christmas... give her the Keys to Happiness. Each year this gracious Christmas cus- 
tom grows in favor . . . the presentation of the Keys to Happiness to one well beloved. 
An attractive gift case holds the shining keys for one of Studebaker’s smart new motor cars—an 
Eight by the Builder of Champions! When everyone is turning to the responsive, flexible power, 
the satin-smoothness—and the distinction—of the Eight, this glorious gift of her very own car 
becomes more precious. For women are alert to the motor car trend—they know that the 
world’s finest cars are Eights! And you know her car will be worth more a year from now if it 
7s an Eight — particularly an Eight by Studebaker, world’s largest builder of Eights, with 77 
years of manufacturing integrity as a background. 


STUDEBAKER 


Builoler of Champions 
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Jack SHUTTLEWOoRTH, Editor GEORGE JEAN NATHAN RICHARD J. WALSH SIDNEY S. LENZ, Contributing Editors 


JUDGING THE NEWS 


Dora is with us again. Now she According to the press, the Prince And from now on a lot of people are 
wants to know how Mr. Hoover is of Wales has become an amateur ma- going to put their money in a bank 


going to make food ships neutral in gician. His big trick, we understand, and keep out of Public Futilities. 
the next war, when war has already _ is pulling a white rabbit out of one of 


been abolished. those Queen Mary hats. A device is now on the market 

which, when fitted to a light, will put 

And, as we see it, the chief concern Nowadays about the only way to it out at a certain time. There'd be a 

of naval limitations is how many years make money on the Stock Market is to big demand for them if they could 
West Point athletes can play football. grin and Bear it. only be attached to guests. 
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| “Why didn’t you tell mother in Cleveland, dear?” 
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Latest Fashion Note 


These ankle-hiding dresses new 
I greet with approbation. 

At last they give some practice to 
A man’s imagination! 


The next war will be fought in the 
air. That's fine. 
will send a fleet of airplanes over 
here; they'll start out over the ocean 
and never be heard from again. 


Some foreign nation 


The out-of-town visitor often won- 
ders where he can meet a typical New 
Yorker. Well, in summer, in Canada, 
and in winter in Florida. 


Then there’s the manicurist who 
gave up playing bridge because she 
said she could never seem to get a 
hand. 
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Enter Santa Claus 
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The Ad Man’s Son Writes to 


Santa 
Dear Santa: 

What is the biggest thing in life? 
Health? Wealth? Friends? They’re 
all important, aren't they? If a man 
has these three attributes he may feel 
like a success . .. act like a success 
. . « but is he really living a full life? 

Ask yourself this question. Hon- 
estly ... in the seclusion of your 
home. And then, when you find some- 
thing still lacking, ask yourself if the 
most important thing in life isn’t con- 
tentment ? 

Contentment! The magic state of 
mind that lifts men to great deeds 
. . . the boon and blessing that makes 
existence happy, roseate, pleasant. 
You want Contentment. I want Con- 
tentment. And you can’t find real, 
lasting contentment unless you know 
that J am satisfied, pleased, contented 
with what vou have done for me. 

So... Santa dear... bring me 
a set of electric trains . . . a new bi- 
cycle . . . and a 3-tube radio. That’s 
all I ask of you. 

And when you've dropped these 
down my chimney, you can go away 
contented . . . can smile at the twin- 
kling stars . .. can enjoy your job 
. - - can find new happiness in your 
work, 

You can’t afford to overlook this in- 
vestment in Contentment. Make up 
my package today ... in the sheets 
of wrapping paper enclosed with this 
letter . . . tomorrow may be too late. 

Join the Contentment Crusade! 

Sincerely, 
Artuvur L, Lippmann 
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“Listen, stupid, nobody 
pays any attention to Santa 
Claus letters; they’re just 
like the ones papa sends to 
the ‘Times.’ ” 











Dilley’s Dictionary 

Trek—A set of rails forming a rail 
MW ay. 

Vain—The act of stepping on 
seale. 

Vast—A _ short sleeveless jacket; 
waistcoat. 

Vaunt—To feel the need of; desire, 
crave, 

Vertex—What juries bring in. 

V icious—Desires; wants; longings. 

Vie—For what cause, purpose or 
reason, 

View—Not very many. 

V igor—V isible form; shape; out- 
line; contour. 

Viper—An apparatus used to clean 
auto windshields on rainy days. 

Vise—Possessed of wisdom; sa 
cacious, erudite. 

Vista—An expected or unexpected 
caller. 

Vow—An act or a song that goes 
across big. 

Warm—A small, legless, crawling 
animal. 

Wick—Not strong. 

Wit—A grain; the most important 
of cereals. 

Zeal—An aquatic carnivorous mam- 
mal. 

Zoo—To institute legal proceedings 
against. 


Fe Ta Bh 


And then there is the Scot who in- 
sists on telling people about the time 
he thought he needed an operation. 














Mean Trick 


There, little stocks, 
You've got my dough; 

To think that you 
Could fall so low. 


The lady next door, who sings and 
plays the piano, is back home again, 
we hear, after being away a long time. 
Last night she sang Ramona. We had 
no idea she'd been as far away as all 
that. 


The Wall Street panic has taught 
many people this: The best time to 
buy stocks is right after you've lost all 
your money buying stocks. 


If a Scotchman lost any money in 
Wall Street it was probably because it 
rolled down a grating. 


-R. C. O’Brien 
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“Yes, and we know the woman!” 
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“Never mind what he said—move on! 
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> him who sold him that terrible Scotch.” 
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Christmas Cooperation 


“Junior,” said Mr. Thompson to his 
five-year-old offspring, “daddy wants 
to have a little talk with you.” 

“Shoot, daddy,” said Junior, who 
was accustomed to these little father 
and-son chats. 


“It’s about our good friend, Santa 
Claus,” said Mr. Thompson. “I’ve 
just heard some sad news from th 
Arctie Circle.” 

“That’s too bad,” said Junior. 

“Yes,” continued his father, “Santa 
has had a lot of trouble up there in his 
factory. It seems there was a strike 
of all the dwarfs who help him to 
manufacture toys. I also understand 
that he has had trouble with his pro 
duction. His machinery is in bad con 
dition, and the total output for nine 
teen twenty-nine has been way under 
preceding years. As a result of this, 
my boy, you'll have to reconcile your- 
self to fewer toys this year. Will you 
be a good sport and co-operate with 
Santa?” 

“Sure,” answered Junior, “I under- 
stand everything, pop. It’s a darn 
shame that you bought that Chrysler 
at a hundred and twenty-five.” 


—Hveu Woop 
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Varet—Don’t you think they’re a trifle daring, sir? 


Why Operators 


are Nut-Conscious 


“You'd better give me your new tele- 


phone number, dear.” 


“That’s a good idea. Have you a 


pencil and pape r?” 


“No, I don’t need one. I never for- 


get numbers.” 

“Isn’t that marvelous? How do you 
do it?” 

“It’s simple. Give me your number 
and I'll show you.” 

“9055 Schuyler.” 

“Well, this is the way I do it. You 
take the two fives at the end, which 
inake ten, don’t they? And then the 
naught to the left is one and you 
subtract that from the ten, which 
leaves you the nine at the begin- 
ning, see?” 

“How perfectly darling ... and how 
about the exchange?” 

“Oh, that’s just as easy. For in- 
stance, my aunt has a butler named 
Tyler, that rhymes with Schuyler, 
see? And, come to think of it, it 
also gives me my two fives to start 
off with.” 

“How?” 

“He’s about fifty-five years old, I 
think.” 

“But supposing my exchange hap- 
pened to be Chickering or some- 
thing?” 

“Oh, then I'd remember your num- 


ber had something to do with music 


and that stuff they make cheap cof- 
fee out of, so I’d just hum around 
a bit till I got the idea of a piano.” 
“It is simple, isn’t it?” 
—Georce Mitcueti 
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Scramble 


Nitt—Why the excitement at Wall 
and Broad Streets today? 


Wiit—Somebody dropped a dime. 


He Didn’t Get What He Wanted 


He yearned for the old order of 
things, the leisurely way of living, the 
indulgence of courtly manners. . . . 

He hungered for a dinner, not of 
the modern mode, but completely 
apart from automat, cafeteria and 
delicatessen. ... 





He sighed for the mauve decade. 
. . . His heart ached for the maidenly 
maiden of hoops and stays. ... He 
dreamed of the bygone days, of laven 





der and old lace, of bicycles built for 
two, of family albums and stereopticon 
views of Niagara Falls . .. He 
wanted... 

An old-fashioned cocktail. 


—Daviw S. LEHMAN 
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“Will Vice-President Number 46 please give his views on the $100 
loan to Mr. Dickelhoffer?” i 
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Chinese Master-Mind Strikes Again! 


Fiend Weaves Weather Bureau In Crime Web! 


By S. J. 


HEN the delicate silken filaments of the Associated 
W recs hummed out the news last Tuesday that 

Caliban, Balaban and Katz, a syndicate of power- 
ful Wall Street capitalists, had bought the New York 
City Weather Bureau, only a few realized the full import 
of what had happened. But in far-away Limehous« 
Reach, in the Street of the Thousand Lotus Blossoms, Dr. 
l'u-Manchu fingered an exquisite bit of jade between half- 
closed eyelids and 
smiled. For a moment 
he allowed his inscru 
table Oriental mask to 
betray a faint satisfac 
tion; then, stepping to 
the tapestried wall, he 
pressed a button. In 
the 
before him slowly ap- 
peared the features of 
Morley Caliban, three 
thousand miles away 
at his desk in the heart 
of New York’s great 
financial district. With 
that Oxford 
accent acquired at 
Cambridge, which had 
so often bewildered the 
keenest 
the police of five con 
tinents, Dr. Fu 
Manchu spoke a word 


television screen 


flawless 


operatives of 


into the instrument 
and decided the fate 
of Manhattan’s teem- 


ing millions. 
Just how far-reach 


ing an effect the 
machinations of the 


almond-eyed and wily 
Chinese master-mind 
will have, no one can say. But when you, Mr. Average 
Citizen, arise from your ostermoor on the morning of 
January 15th and find the world wrapped in soundless 
drifts of chicken chow mein, it will already be too late. 
The talons of the suave doctor of crime will have closed 
about the throat of the city’s weather bureau. Gad, what 
a detective the man would have made but for that ironical 
twist the Fates—Lachesis, Clothos, Atropos, Malevinsky, 
Driscoll, and O’ Brien—decreed in his brain! What devil- 
ish scheme lies behind those impenetrable eves? Follow 
me into the cunning maze of that labyrinthine intelligence 
which directs us like pawns on the Chessboard we call 
Life. 

Into the mad brain of this fantastic genius has come a 
plan for a mighty Chinese empire ruled by his own hand. 
Long ago in a hundred subtle ways he began to spread 
his slimy tentacles. Last summer thousands of his hench- 
men appeared at Coney Island and Far Rockaway clad 
in coolie coats over their bathing suits, chattering a 


Perelman 





strange dialect clocely akin to Chinese. A new dish, rice, 
mysteriously made its appearance on New York’s dinner- 
table. A chance raid on a Lithuanian church on Fifth 
Avenue revealed that eleven hundred Liths had gone 
Manchu and bound their feet. Experts on rare bindings 
were called in, the inbound feet were sorted from the out 
bound, and the offenders were soundly birched. Fortu- 
nately, the balance was maintained by a petition of four 
thousand Chinese, who 
through carrier pi- 
geons the 
Mayor in pigeon Eng- 
lish to 


begged 


allow them to 


turn Lithuanian. For 
a time the situation 
was tense and growing 
tenser, but the dead 
lock was broken when 
Anna May Wong, a 
tenser in the Follies, 
confessed that she had 
been born a Lithu- 
ALS anian. In the pulpit, 


| 6% CAILDR 


Stephen Wise, promi 
2 AND ] } 


—Ex- wUSE 


nent Lithuanian priest, 
spun a_ prayer-wheel 
and wore a pigtail to 
show his allegiance to 
the Buddhist faith. 
Two-handled sword 
tenses and wrestling 
by torch were 
held publicly in Times 


flares 


Square, and a group 
of Lithuanian hooli 


gans was arrested try 
ing to put up a card 
board replica of Fuji 
yama in White Plains. 

In the hidden pur 
lieus of London’s East 
End, a step from Limehouse Causeway, Fu-Manchu’s face 
was a riddle as he slowly rolled a pill over a delicately 
wrought charcoal brassiere. At last he arose and pressed 
a button marked “Dragons.” That day four dragons 
were taken into custody on Pelham Parkway and riot guns 
had to be allotted to six hundred patrolmen in Central 
Park. The next morning there were only two hundred 
and fifteen of them left, the rest having been devoured by 
a covey of dragons in the line of duty the night before. 
They were decorated with green dimity curtains and 
cheap but serviceable lacquered tables and sold to a chain 
of Chinese chop-suey joints. 

A few futile attempts have been made by the authorities 
to prepare for the blizzard of chow mein which will de- 
scend over the Island next week. What makes it worse 
is the certainty that it will rain bird’s-nest soup before 
the drifts can be cleared away. Already the fine Chinese 
hand of Fu-Manchu’s can be detected in the 
barometer at the Weather Bureau, (Continued on page 25) 
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“DROPPING THE PILOT” 


Just send me some Valspar and your pay-envelope, 
boys, and I'll show you how to varnishee your salary. “I've 
added up these figures ten times, sir,” reported Double- 
Entry Jenks, the head bookkeeper. “Good for you, Jake, 
you're a faithful employee,” praised the boss. “And here’s 
the ten answers, sir,” added Jenks, throwing away his 
I. C. S. course. Hey, big movie shots, why haven’t you 


ever given us a film version of “Seven Keys to Baldpate”? 
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Big-Hearted Hartman 


At nine o'clock Tuesday morning 
Hartman dashed into my office with 
tears streaming down his cheeks. “I’m 
unfaithful to their trust in me,” he 
wailed. “Over six hundred honest 
toilers look to me and I’m failing them. 
I'm more than their employer. I'm 
their commercial father, their indus 
trial guardian.” 

Maybe I had better explain here 
that Hartman runs a huge shoe factory 
that employs nearly seven hundred 
men. Ever since the crash in the 
stock market, things haven’t been so 
rosy at the Hartman plant. Orders 
dribbled in for a while but finally 
they petered out entirely. 

“There isn’t an order in the files,” 
wept Hartman. “Anybody else would 
lay them off, I guess, but I can’t get 
myself to do it. I’m going to keep 
them on the pay-roll doing something 
or other. My loyal staff won't suf- 
fer. I'll pay them their weekly wages 
even if it wrecks me. I'll put them 
to painting, cleaning and fixing up. I 
ean’t take the bread out of their chil- 
dren’s mouths, I can’t!” 

With a final fountain of genuine 
tears Hartman dashed out. I turned 
around and blotted little salt pools on 
my desk. He’s a funny fellow that 
way. A little old-fashioned, inclined 
to sobs, sorrow and sentiment. 

Much to my surprise, at three that 
afternoon he stalked in again, a fat 
cigar in his mouth emitting clouds of 
fragrant smoke. A complete meta- 
morphosis had come over the man. A 
blithe, cheerful, all’s-right-with-the- 
world grin illuminated his face. 

“Well,” I said, “looks as if you 
landed some pretty big orders today.” 

“No, didn’t get a _ thing,” said 
Hartman, still grinning. ‘But listen 
to what happened. I left you at nine 
thirty this morning and got back to 
the plant at a quarter of eleven. And 
what do you think I found?” 

“T'll bite,” I said. “What did you 
find ?”’ 

“My staff, my loyal, loving staff,” 
said Hartman as he blew a salvo of 
scented smoke my way, “had gone on 
strike at ten o'clock.” 


—Artuur L. Lippmann 


Knock-proof 


So live, that when thy summons comes, 
No mortal, sane or daffy, 

Will read the praises on thy tomb 
And call them epitaffy. 
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What I Get with My Radio 


Though mine can’t compare with the 
new sets, 
Its volume is surely terrific 
On stations from far Massachusetts 
Across to the distant Pacific. 


I’ve gotten with dials I’ve twisted, 
(Till dawn put an end to my labors) 

Not only the stations I’ve listed 
But constant complaints from the 


neighbors ! 


Snider Cars to be Synchronized 


In an exclusive interview today Mr. 
Snider, proprietor of the Snider Motor 
Company, says that he forgot to an- 
nounce that each and every Snider 
Super-Six delivered from now on will 
be equipped with a flour sifter, a 
fingernail file and a pair of ice tongs. 

Among other improvements not pre- 
viously mentioned is the synchroniza- 
tion of the gasoline tank and the oil 
tank. They have been fixed so that 
they will both go dry at the same time. 
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“Hey—ichat’re you doing down 
there at this hour?” 
“LT can’t find a speakeasy around 


; ” 
here—so I’m qoing to make one! 


The Collegian’s Credo 


That professors are too intelligent 
to do anything else or are too lazy. 

That college widows never get mar 
ried. 

That it is better psychology to be 
high-hat without a penny than low 
brow with a million. 

That the Carnegie Foundation re 
port was just dandy. 

That a faint start never won fair 
lady. 

That an old grad is a rejuvenated 
junior. 

That the one thing more absurd 
than college life is the moving picture 
version of it. 

That the wages of sin are much too 
expensive, 


Pity the modern girl the night be 
fore Christmas. She has no stocking 
to hang up. 


Have you heard about the punster 
who was daring enough to refer to 


Dog Days as the Ca-nineties ? 





















































LOOKS LIKE A WHITE CHRISTMAS 
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Anvil Chorus 


HEN President Hoover proposed that ships carry- 

ing food in time of war should be exempt from 

capture, as hospital ships are, he asked that his 
idea be subjected to “the anvil of debate.” And the anvil 
is ringing indeed. 

One cynic remarks, “The proposal is bound to be con- 
demned by diplomats as unspeakably humane.” The 
French ask, “Why try to write laws for war when war 
has been outlawed?” The British, living on an island, 
exposed to the hazard of starvation, welcome the idea but 
doubt its practicability. They point out that it conflicts 
with the covenant of the League, which provides for the 
use of the economic blockade to restrain aggressors. Italy, 
where newspapers dare not speak until Mussolini tells 
them what to say, has been rather silent but obviously 
sceptical. South America brings up that little matter of 
our imperialism and wonders whether this is not merely 
a new disguise for the familiar principle of “freedom of 
the seas” or the right to make money by selling something 
to combatant nations. Austria, which endured “the white 
death of starvation,” says the proposal comes fifteen years 
too late, but endorses it, and recalls gratefully that in 
those bitter months of 1918-19, when there was no coal, 
light or food, “only the efforts of Hoover brought some 
light into our darkness.” 

The general tone of all comment is world-weary, gently 
tolerant of the impractical idealism of our “dear old 
Quaker.” Little minds pecking at a great one! Imprac- 
tical ideals have become mighty influences before this. 
Thinking realistically, Hoover knows that for all the fine 
resolves to outlaw war, war may yet break out. Thinking 
humanely, he asserts that “the time has come when we 
should remove starvation of women and children from the 
weapons of warfare.” Thinking like a statesman, he sees 
that if navies are to be reduced, those nations which, like 
England, have relied upon naval strength to keep the 
lanes open, must be given some guaranty against hunger. 
And anybody who believes that he is thinking like a busi- 
ness man with food to sell is beneath contempt. 

Let the hammers clang! They may batter the idea, 
but in our opinion they cannot destroy it. In good 
time it will arise, solid and shaped and tempered. And 
it will become one more girder in the structure of security 
for the plain people who do not make war but only suffer 
from it. 


Poverty, Comparative 


Grek is one of the better American traits. In alliance 

with our vaunted Sense of Humor, it is at present 
engaged in laughing off the stock market débacle. 
Whether inspired by bravado or by genuine buoyancy, the 
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result is salutary. For example, that good old country 
custom, the “poverty party,” has been revived by some of 
the sets that welcome any novel excuse for a party. At 
one of these in New York a supper of hot dogs was served 
on red cotton table cloths, lit by candles stuck in bottles. 
Everybody was told to wear old clothes and, the Times 
reported, “Dowagers appeared in the dress of a year ago, 
and young ladies dug out the costumes of last month. 
The men, as if they could think of nothing worse, appeared 
mainly in ordinary business suits.” No statistics on the 
amount of champagne consumed or the number of limou- 
sines waiting outside. Not that it matters. To some, 
poverty is having to give up a coveted tiara or sell a 
yacht. To others it is no coal and no shoes for the kids. 
Happily this 1929 brand of poverty isn’t the kind that 
lengthens the bread line and starts the red flags waving. 


Pity the Art Juryman 


(CCoexoscentr have been socked in the eye to the glee of 
ignorami. At the National Academy show a modern- 
istic .painting was awarded a five-hundred-dollar prize. 
Later it was discovered that it had been hanging on its 
side all the time. One member of the eminent jury ex- 
plained, ““We liked the picture from all angles. I told 
my colleagues that it was very possible that the picture 
was supposed to hang the other way. They looked at it 
both ways and found that either way it was worthy.” 

Some think the joke is on modernism. We don’t. Your 
genuine modernist painter is like the oratorical statesman 
who, when charged with an error in syntax, bellowed, 
“Young man, when the English language gets in my way 
it doesn’t stand a chance.” The modernist is too busy 
with emotion, movement and the contortions of light to 
bother much about the points of the compass. His master 
is Einstein, not Euclid. In fact, the artist in this case 
had been unusually considerate and had penciled on the 
back of his picture, in the proper places, the words “top” 
and “bottom.” But the jury didn’t notice. 

No, the joke is on the academicians. They don’t hold 
with modernism, but when they tried to be good sports 
and give it a break in their own show, they had the bad 
luck to pick a cock-eyed canvas. John Sloan, head of 
the Independent Artists, remarked, “Hanging a picture 
the wrong way is the least important mistake the National 
Academy has made in years.” 

As Mr. Sloan says, it is foolish anyhow to have a 
committee judge pictures and give prizes. We ourselves 
have served on art juries just often enough to know that 
the main results are too much publicity for the winning 
pictures, too little attention for a lot of other good ones, 
and razzberries for the poor jurymen, collectively and in- 
dividually. 

R. J. W. 
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Just Another Sea Story 


Built by Gurney “Bilge Water” Williams 
Rigged by George “Poop Deck” Lichtenstein 


“’vE got to stop knitting sea yarns because people tell 

I me they're so realistic that they get sick reading 

them, but I must tell you this one even if it a 
nausea. 

It’s the pitiful story of a grizzled old sea captain who 
was a coward. Some people said he was craven because 
we was always craven to hide when danger threatened, 
but you don’t have to believe that. His name was Ezra 
Bellbuoy, inventor of the well-known “Bellbuoy,” who 
was descended from that famous explorer and discoverer 
of the Pacific Ocean, Bellbuoy. Ezra sailed the seas in a 
small ketch, which, as you know, has a mizzen mast; so 
called because after the first ketch came out of a bad 
storm the mast was mizzen. His was the best ketch of 
the season and he was famous as a ketcher, having played 
that position with the Tigers in 1903. He had a bawdy 
crew, as fine a bawdy of men as ever sealed the sails— 
said the seals—oh, pshaw, let it go. Anyway, it was a 
crewed ship. 

In the year 1539 or 1728—I don’t recall the exact date 
—Ezra and his fine ketch, the ““Five-Pound Trout,” set 
saib for India with a cargo of feathers for the Indians, 
and what befell him and his crew is horrible in the ex- 
treme. (In the extreme East, I mean.) According to 
one member of the crew, the captain was afraid of every- 


thing. He refused to exercise his prerogative, claiming 





“"*Swine,” explained the captain—but the girl 
was insulted. 


he didn’t have 
time, and when 
the wind started 
to blow he’d retire 
to his cabin, much 
to the disgust of 
the men. “Look 
at that,” the first 
mate would spit 
out viciously, “‘a 
gust of wind comes 
up and he gust to 
bed!’’ ‘‘Yeah,’’ 
the quartermaster 
would growl, “and 
every time we keel 
over he thinks 
we're going to get 
keeled!’ Such was 
the attitude of the 


crew. 





“T’m_ tickled pink,” said the 
Cap, exercising his prerogative. 


Then came the 
cataclysm that brought disaster to the craft. Late in 
January a typhoon off the Indian coast carried away the 
jib. “Jib, bring an extra sail?’ shouted the captain. 
“Yeah,” answered the crew dully, “but how’ll we put it 
up?” “Tack it,” shouted Ezra; “how do you expect to 
sail a ship without tacking?’” “We don’t know,” mur- 
mured the crew sheepishly and jumped overboard as 
one man. (As one man commanded them to, I might 
explain. ) 

Several days later the deserted captain made the boat 
fast—by starting the engine—and stepped onto the shores 
of India, where he was met by a bevy of nautch girls in 
native costume. His crew had arrived earlier, and the 
appearance of their former skipper filled them with dis- 
may. Ezra had brought a jug of fire-water ashore with 
him, and as he gave each girl a drink the mutinous crew 
eyed him enviously. “There he goes,’ they muttered, 
“tightening them up, nautch by nautch.” 

But the climate of India gets a white man, by gad, and 
it got Bellbuoy and his crew. In two months they be- 
came raving maniacs, and today you'll find them in Holly- 
wood writing theme songs and dialogue for the talkies. 
Their ship, which now rests on the shores of India, serves 
as a boarding house and the people who live on the right 
side are known as star boarders and those on the left are 
porters, but the whole thing is bunk from beginning to 
end. 
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rn. Epgar Seiwyn, believing that my standards of 
M dramatic criticism were too high to submit his 

production of Walter Hackett’s “Other Men’s 
Wives” to them and preferring to play safe by trusting its 
appraisal to presumptively tenderer diagnosticians, po- 
litely invited me to refrain from reviewing the exhibit. I 
could understand his nervousness and could assuredly 
sympathize with his attitude. No review of “Other Men’s 
Wives” will accordingly appear in these pages. 


Meets Fiavin’s “Cross Roads,’ revealed at the 
Morosco, begins well and plausibly with a study of 
undergraduate impulses at a co-educational college and 
then rapidly tapers off into something on a level with that 
other undergraduate essay produced earlier in the season 
under the title, “Nowadays.” The college which Mr. 
Flavin introduces us to is not designated by name but, 
judging it from the elaborate horticultural display with 
which Robert Edmond Jones has bedecked it, one is per- 
haps justified in believing it to be either the University of 
Hawaii or one devoted principally to the study of botany. 
Following the latter-day dramatic fashion, Mr. Flavin 
views life at the modern college as largely a matter of gin, 
roadhouses and sex. In other days, these college plays 
centered upon the outcome of a football game, the hero of 
which was either an Indian in love with a rich New York 
débutante or a George Ade comedian in love with a col- 
lege widow, or upon a boat race, the stroke of the winning 
crew greatly disconcerting the onlookers by resembling 
very closely a fairy. Today, however, all this is changed. 
Football, with its crowd of dollar-a-night supers sitting 
ten feet above the stage level, their backs to the audience 
and yelling themselves hoarse over the tremendously ex- 
citing spectacle of a couple of stage-hands shooting craps 
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on the imaginary gridiron, has given way to seduction and 
crew races, which worked us all up to a high pitch, though 
they were presumably rowed in the six-foot space to the 
left of a tree at upper stage right, have similarly surren- 
dered to carnal excursions. 

“Cross Roads” is another in the collegiate crim. con. 
series. The first act presents some flashes of character 
and some acute dialogue but, as I have said, what follows 
is routine stuff. A very able company headed by the 
uncommonly talented Eric Dressler and Sylvia Sidney 
merchant the script. 


T= trouble with Thomas H. Dickinson’s “Winter 

Bound,” put on by the Provincetowners, is that, while 
its author has undoubtedly seen its theme clearly enough, 
he has lacked the courage to write down what he has thus 
seen and knows. That theme is one which deals with the 
same problem handled so directly and so proficiently by 
Bourdet in the policed “Captive.” But, under the timid 
and fearful treatment of Dickinson, it hops hither and 
thither like a Mexican jumping bean and the result, as 
might naturally be anticipated, is simply beans. 

This Dickinson is an intelligent man and one whose 
critical writings prove a sound acquaintance with the 
better drama, but—he was once a college professor—the 
eld restraint of the classroom apparently still hamstrings 
him. He started out, plainly enough, in this play to do a 
brave thing, but his nerve deserted him before he was 
half-way through with it and converted what might have 
been something first rate into a muddled and often tedious 
sideshow that doesn’t live up to its promising posters. 
Even so, however, there are indications that he has a nice 
eye to character and a certain gift for sharp, cutting 

(Continued on page 29) 








“Cross Reads” (Morosco)—Sex in college 
surroundings. A routine job. There is little 
in it. 

“Thunder in the Air” (49th Street)—A 
valid fanciful idea botched in the writing 
and performace. 


“Heads Up!” (Alvin) —A music show of 
familiar pattern with some good low comedy 
and one or two catchy tunes. 


“Christopher Rand” (Forrest)—To be 


reviewed. 
“Winter Bound” (Garrick)—An indirect, 


timorous and clumsy approach to the theme 


of ‘The Captive”. 
(Lyceum)—It has 


touches of merit but it never quite realizes 


iteelf. 
“Sweet Adeline” (Hammerstein)—Some 


uncommonly good tunes, some very funny 
comedy and an all around commendable 
show. 


(Avon) — A 


“Strictly Dishonorable” 
comedy that may safely be recommended to 
everybody. 


Theatre Digest 


“Bitter-Sweet” (Ziegfeld)—Evelyn Laye 
fills the eye but the ear might just as well take 
the night off. 

“Bird in Hand” (Barrymore)—It still 
remains one of the things in town that you 
should see. 

**Jenny” (Booth)—Jane Cowl goes cutie 
with a vengeance in a piece of gooey claptrap. 

“jane Moon” (Broadhurst)—A  farce- 
comedy about song-writers that will give you 
the laugh of your life. 

“Your Uncle Dudley” (Cort)—To be 
reviewed. 

“Candie Light” (Empire)—Gertrude Law- 
rence even more arch than what stands in the 
Champs Elyses. And a dull comedy. 

“A Primer for Lovers” (Longacre)—Wil- 
liam Hurlbut's latest. See next week's issue. 

“Undertow” (Biltmore)—Also in next 
week's. 

“George White Scandals” (A pollo)—Some 
snatches of entertaining low comedy enliven 
this revue. 

“it’s a Wise Child” (Belasco)—Drolleries 
on a sweet one who pretends that she is 
going to have a bairn. 


“Ladies of the Jury” (Erlanger)—Mrs. 
Fiske in a dramatization of “Who was that 
lady I seen you on the street with?” 

“Gambling” (Fulton) —George M. Cohan’s 
fine acting performance is the feature here. 

“Earl Carroll’s Sketch Book”’ (44th Street) 
—Tastefully staged and diverting girl and 
tune show. 

“Rop2’s End” (Masque)—Superior to the 
other murder plays, and well acted. 

“The Silver Tassie” (Irish) —O’Casey's 
often praiseworthy drama wretchedly acted. 

“it Never Rains” Patia-t Aurania 
Rouverol, author of the great art work, 
“Skidding”. 

“Journey’s End” (Miller)—Some excellent 
Pinero actors go to war against the Hun. 

“Let Us Be Gay” (Little)—A diverting 
comedy about an ex-married couple who 
drop the ex. 

“Subway yl (Liberty)—More mur- 
der, given a fillip by some interesting tricky 
scenery. 

“A Wondertul Night” (Majestic)—Johann 
Strauss comes to the rescue of the sorely tried 
New York ear. 
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“Little Show” (Music Box)—Good light 
pastime. 

“The Criminal Code” (National)—A neg- 
ligible paraphrase of Galsworthy's “‘Escape” 
handsomely mounted. 

”* (New Amsaterdam)— 
Revival of the celebrated melodrama with 
the engaging Gillette in his old role. 

“Street Scene” (Playhouse)—Worth your 
attention. Elmer Rice's best effort. 

“Sons o’ Guns” (Imperial)—The M. Do- 
nahue and Mile. Damita in musical warfare. 
To be reviewed. 

“The Game of Love and Death” (Guild)— 
Also to be reviewed. 

“The Silver Swan” (Beck)—Same here. 

Channel Read” (Plymouth)—\ 
dramatization of “Boule de Suif” that takes 
all the juice out of Maupassant. 

“How’s Your Health ?” (Vanderbilt)—See 
@ coming issue. 


“Top o” the Hill” (Eltinge)—Same here. 
“Fifty Million Frenchmen” (Lyric)—And 


here. 
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Boston 


The strangest thing that seems to me 
In the land of the bean and the cod 
Is—despite the alleged intimacy 
I see so little of God. 
T. H. INGALLs, 


Harvard Med. ’33 


















Diner—There’s a feather in this 
fish, waiter! 
Waiter—Yes, it’s a flying fish. 
Tyson ALLEN, 
U. of Chattanooga "31 
















And the finest built ships are but 


crewed affairs ! 





—SauLt NATHAN, 
St. John’s ’33 











Club life in America 


—T. M. Fo.tps, Yale ’30 


Advice to Lovers 


If at verse vou don’t succeed, tryst. 
tryst again. 





KRUGLAKISSEN, 
Long Island U. ’3? 













And just the other day we heard of 
a freshman wincing as the prof read 
the story of the burly miner who 
struck an old mother lode. 
—MiLton Simon, 
Vanderbilt ’31 
























She—I just love to see my singing 
instructor inhale. 

The Worse Half—So would I. 
Tie Mar, 
Fordham ’31 
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And then there was the co-ed who 

thought comic-strip writers came from 

Awkland! 

NATHAN Turts, Jr., 
Colgate °32 
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Well, how’s chintzes today?” chor- 

tled the big cloth-buyer as he entered 

the textile mill. 

“T don’t like your face, but you have a nice manor,” stated the king. —Epwarp R. Bostey, Jr., 
—Rowranp Lyon, George Washington U,. ’29 Andover ’30 
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By Westbrook Pegler 


HE illusion fades reluctantly but I am beginning to 
yield all along the line of my romantic notion that 
football is a spiritual rite to be celebrated only in 
the consecrated temples of the universities and that there 
is something blasphemous about commercial exhibitions of 
the game. For a time, after Red Grange turned profes- 
sional, I thought of him and Steve Owen, Ralph Scott 
and other All-Americans who were touring the country, 
playing rough-and-tumble contests against extemporized 
rabbles of ex-collegians in leaky-roof ball-yards and state 
fair grounds, as being renegades of as evil a sort as those 
racketeers of religion who terrify the small-towns, preach- 
ing in plank tabernacles for sixty per cent of the gross. 
But with the publication of the Carnegie Foundation’s 
report, pointing out that Football in its highest expres- 
sion, as at Yale and Harvard, is a commercial enterprise, 
yielding large revenue, and upon more familiar examina- 
tion of the professional game, I am coming to believe 
that professional football is merely post-graduate football 
and, in most cases, far more expert football than one sees 
in the university games) The young men who play the 
game for wages when they are no longer eligible to play 
it for the intangible and strictly honorary rewards allowed 
by the college regulations, are still as amiable and honest 
as before and, although they quickly acquire a certain so- 
phistication which 
may seem to mock 
the beautiful devo- 
tion of the under- 
graduate on the 
‘varsity, they do 
remainenthusiasts. 
I chanced to be 
among the 
of the Chi- 
Bears, the 
prosperous 
of the professional 
teams, on a recent 
evening, after they 
had lost a game to 
the New York 
Giants and found 
the two Sternaman 
boys, Joe, the 
quarterback, and 
Dutch, the elder 
brother who has 
retired to the 
status of magnate, 
in a bitter post- 
mortem row about 
the game. 

With the ball at first down on the Giants’ five-yard 
line, Joe had called for two end runs for a net gain of 
nothing whatever, then for a buck which piled up, and, 
finally, for a forward pass which failed, the ball going 


mem- 
bers 
cago 


most 


REFEREE 
“Farewell to Arms’? 


Say, have you boys read Hemingway’s 


over to the Giants on their twenty-yard line in view of 
the touch-back when the pass grounded in the end-zone. 

“If we had had a quarterback we would have had a 
touchdown,” Brother Dutch complained, insisting that 
under the circumstances, Joe should have fired four plays 
straight into the line, and it took the rest of the football 
team to keep the two brothers in opposite corners of the 
dressing-room, so annoyed was Brother Joe. 

This Joe was one of that historic group of ’varsity 
players and scrubs of the Illinois and Notre Dame teams 
who were disqualified forever while still in college for 
playing post-season with professionals in a small town in 
Southern Illinois. They played under assumed names 
and the manner in which they selected these names was 
indicative of the prankish spirit in which they entered the 
conspiracy. They all wanted to call themselves Smith 
and the promoter was afraid this would not look quite 
right to the public so he produced a telephone book and 
the traitors filed past the table, one by one, with their 
eyes shut, opened the book at random and placed a finger 
on some name which became his alias for the afternoon. 

Mr. Robert Zuppke, the Illinois coach, lost one of the 
greatest football players he ever had when Joe Sterna 
man’s part in that game was exposed and he was much 
put out by it all, but he has later confessed that he 
didn’t blame the 
boys. On the con- 
trary, he said, they 
played that game 
only because they 
liked to play foot- 
ball and hadn’t 
had enough foot- 
ball in the ’varsity 
season, 

Under the 
statutes of the in- 
tercollegiate game, 
of the 
scrub may be, and 
no doubt many of 
them are, actually 
debarred from 
playing any com- 
petitive football at 
all. Not quite 
good enough for 
the first team, a 
scrub or second- 
string player may 
never set foot on 
the field in a for- 
mal game in the three years of his eligibility. 

The post-graduate professionals received the highest 
endorsement for the perfection of their play when the 
coaches of college teams playing Saturday afternoon games 

(Continued on page 27) 
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“Sold to the gentleman over there!” 
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JSUVGING THEME 


HAVE before me a copy of the eminent New York 
I Times with a list of the seventy-odd movies playing 

in New York City and its suburbs. The list includes 
everything from the expensive two-a-day to the expensive 
little theatres. There is not one movie in the list that com- 
pares technically or any other way with three movies that 
were produced from one to five years ago; i.e.: “The 
Kid,” “Underworld,” and “The Thief of Bagdad.” 

There is not one movie in the current six dozen that has 
any real movie characteristics. Ten of them are merely 
canned stage musical comedies: a combination of the most 
abortive features of stage and screen. The rest are either 
short stories illustrated with moving pictures or ten-year- 
old stage plays that weren’t worth floor space when they 
were originally produced. 

There is one great reason why a bundle of movies that 
cost at least $3,000,000 to produce offer collectively less 
than fifteen minutes’ entertainment to a normal man or 
woman. That is, that none of the great corporate movie 
companies has concentrated on making movies. Von 
Sternberg made three movies that, regardless of their 
faults, showed a real understanding of the limitations and 
uses of the movie. Yet his company continues to allow 
ex-shoe clerks to make movies. And Von Sternberg and 
his associate men of stature are forced to turn out pro- 
ducer ideas instead of movies. One week the Paramount 
Theatre shows “The Case of Lena Smith,” by Von Stern 
berg. They follow with “The Fleet’s In,” with Clara Bow. 


| am not making a stand for Art. For one thing, I don't 
know what it is. But I do know a movie when I am 
lucky enough to see one. If patrons, critics and artists 
agree that “Underworld” is a movie, an entertainment that 
could not be reproduced on the stage or over the radio, you 
would think it might occur to Lasky et al. that directors 
and writers who combined to perform this miracle might 
make a more valuable sales article than an imported short- 
story writer and a minor stage-director who have jour- 
neyed to Hollywood to do a little part-time placer-mining. 

Chaplin, Fairbanks, Vidor, Flaherty, Von Sternberg, 
Lubitsch and a few others never fail to make movies. The 
remaining thousand directors take dictation, steal as many 
tricks as they can from past successes, and set to work. 

The talkies came before the producers had learned what 
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their good directors were doing with the silent movies. 
Few of these men have had time to experiment with sound 
—and there is no logical reason why a man trained to use 
shadows, pantomime and action should overnight become a 
master at blending dialogue (even if it were well written) 
with music and color. In fact, when such craftsmen as 
Somerset Maugham, Sydney Howard and George Kelly 
miss fire one out of three times, what can we expect from 
a combination of incompetent writers and supervisors even 
with a good director? Just what we get. Nothing. 

Until some company creates a board of supervisors, 
made up of real directors and writers instead of yes-men, 
you can expect many weeks when not one out of seventy 
odd movies has any relation to the legitimate field of the 
movie. 


Hae a very competent young actor in his stables, 

William Fox decided it would be a waste of money to 
let him do one réle, so he gave him a scenario in which he 
could show his paces as a wax-works attendant, Don Juan, 
a Negro boxer, Napoleon, a cockney, and a hypnotist. 
Much to my chagrin, he failed to end up with an an- 
nouncement that he was after all just plain old Lon 
Chaney. 

The dialogue is dull and lethargic and the plot too 
simple and sweet to take as a steady diet. It is a story of 
an ancient wax-work keeper who loves his wax, with a 
throbbing sub-plot of a boy and girl. The hero talks with 
his characters and then, in one of those brilliant scenes 
indigenous only to the movie set, in turn impersonates 
each wax-work figure. The setting might have provided 
hilarious comedy, but it is too much to expect Mr. Fox to 
be funny when he has education, art, and the payroll to 
consider. 

Paul Muni, as he has proved before, is a splendid young 
actor? One of these days he might get something worth 
working in. 


(yet Garso and Clara Bow appeared this week in 

“The Kiss” and “The Saturday Night Kid,” respec- 
tively. Miss Garbo is still the wronged but pure lady of 
passion and Miss Bow, I presume, is still Miss Bow. I 
don’t know that I can add anything to what has already 
been said. 


The Movie Guide 


“Applause” —The plot hides behind the 


amera, which happens to be good. 

“Condemned” —An all-star cast trying 
to be funny with a serious story. 

“Frozen Justice” —Cold business. 

“Footlights and Fools’’—Just that. 

“Halielujah’’—The best movie of the year. 

“The Kiss”—In this issue. 


“The Lies” —A sound plot, a good 
cast, and well worth your while. 


“The Love Doctor” —It was good in 1912. 
“The Las: Performance” —In this issue. 


“Paris Bound” — The smart play well done 
by Ann Harding and Frederick March. 


“Paris”—Good music. 


enough to see. Half-talkie. 


but see it if possible. Silent. 
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“Prisoners” —A Molnar story done well 


“Shanghai Lady”— Rotten. 

“Saturday Night Kid’’—In this issue. 

“The Trespasser” —Gloria Swanson makes 
a brave effort, but all in vain. 

“Why Bring That Up?””—Moran and Mack 
never miss. 


“Young Nowheres” — Richard Barthelmess 
works well in a fragile romance. 


“Piccadilly” —I don't know where it is, 


“Romance of Rio Grande” —Terrible. 


“Seven Faces” —In this issue. 
“Sweetie” —Pleasing. 
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HIs was the week Junior had it 
nicely planned to tell you all 
about a broadening day he spent 

at the Metropolitan Museum of Art, 


but he got himself either snookered 
into a game called hooker or hooked 


into a game called snooker. He sus- 
pects it was the latter. It took place 
in the company of a printer, a kibitz 
ing oaf, an extremely violent-tempered 
and Mac So you're 
going to hear about snooker, like it or not. 

“Snooker” or 


movie critic, 


“sneaker” or “rounders,” as it is called in 
various dialects of England, from where it was imported 
—why, nobody knows—is 


a refined pool game played 
usually by a 


group of young intellectuals who, having 
been barred from the Fifth Avenue Public Library for 
loud snoring, pursue their studies in the learned purlieus 
of Doyle's Billiard Academy on Broadway. The game is 
played on an English billiard table with cues, telescope, 
thirty or forty pretty colored balls and any number of 
kibitzers, An English billiard table, as we see it. is a 
large plateau several miles in area, covered with green 
baize, and takes from two to three days to circumnavigate 
completely. The telescope is required to sight balls lying 
at the other end of the table, the distances between shots 
often being greater than that between Boston and Whun- 
kle, Ind., or Munsey, Kansas. In cases of fog, it is often 
impossible to distinguish the balls. It is best to use Very 
Lights or Opal Rockets under such conditions. Three 
times during our game, even though it remained sunny at 
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one end of the table, the fog banks 
and _ kibitzers thick at the 
other postpone the 


grew so 
end we had to 
game until they cleared. 





A foghorn, 
by the way, is practically of no use, as 
it is hard to distinguish it from the 
low moanin’ of the kibitzers.  Inci- 
dentally, because of the high average 
rainfall in the Middle West and 
southern California the game cannot 
be played at all, the tables flooding so 
easily, and the games being called because of wet grounds. 

To make the game more baffling, the table is provided 
with small, or Scotch, pockets. The pockets rarely eve. 
receive a ball, the balls being a mite too large for them. 
Such being the case, the pockets make excellent places to 


park your chewing gum, children, revolvers, ete. The 
aforementioned kibitzing oaf is the only human (and 


that’s open to question) who can pot balls, he having the 
uncanny ability to drop them in when nobody is looking. 

To make a long story a five-foot shelf, Junior will make 
no attempt to explain how to play the game. The sim- 
plest way to go about it would be to rent an acre of the 
Whitelaw Reid town house, purchase a snooker table and 
outfit from the Brunswick-Balke Company and kidnap a 
ballboy from Doyle’s to caddy and explain the shots. 

Of course if you buy an outfit and then can’t learn the 
game, you can always use the table for lawn parties or, 
by planting trees on it and stocking it with wild game, it 
will provide an excellent hunting preserve. Or it will 
make a nice six-hole putting (Continued on page 25) 
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COOLS while 
you shaveand the 
coolness lingers! 
Listerine Shav- 
ing Cream. 








Do you remember— 


When the good old family doctor came 
into the house how your heart began to 
thump? You didn’t know but what you had 
cholera morbus or something equally dread- 


ful. You saw yourself dying in no time. 


Then his firm, gentle hands poked you 
here and there. His bright, kind eyes looked 
down your gullet. And, oh, what a load left 
your mind when you learned that your trou- 
ble was only a badly inflamed throat and 
that Listerine would take care of it! 


The basic things of life seldom change: 
Listerine, today, is the same tireless enemy 
of sore throat and colds that it was half a 
century ago. 


It is regularly prescribed by the bright, 
busy young physicians of this day, just as it 
was by those old-timers— bless their souls 


It checks 


—who mixed friendship and wisdom with 
their medicines. 


Used full strength, Listerine kills, in 15 
seconds, even the virulent Staphylococcus 
Aureus (pus) and Bacillus Typhosus (ty- 
phoid) germs in counts ranging to 200,000,- 
000. We could not make this statement unless 
we were prepared to prove it to the entire 
satisfaction of the medical profession and the 
U. S. Government. Three well-known bac- 
teriological laboratories have demonstrated 
this amazing germ-killing power of Listerine. 
Yet it is so safe it may be used full strength 
in any body cavity. 


Make a habit of gargling systematically 
with full-strength Listerine during nasty 
weather. It aids in preventing the outbreak 
of colds and sore throat. And often remedies 
them when they have developed. Lambert 
Pharmacal Company, St. Louis, Mo., U. S. A. 


SORE THROAT quickly 


Gargle with full-strength 
Listerine every day. It 
inhibits the development 
of sore throat, and checks 
it, should it develop. 





How to prevent a cold 
Rinsing the hands with 
Listerine before every 
meal destroys the germs 
that lodge there. 








KILLS 200,000,000 


GERMS IN 15 


SECONDS 
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a I took so long to 
arrange my cards, gentlemen, 
but those confounded diamonds 
insisted on hiding among the 
hearts. And those spades and 
clubs were hard to separate. 
Now if we only were using my 
favorite new Index Playing 
Cards, I'd show you some real 


speed.” 


New Index Playing Cards 


will save you time and money, and 
help you avoid many an embarrass- 
ing situation. Indices are extra large, 
extra plain, and so arranged that it 
ts almost impossible to bid a diamond 
along with your hearts, or a club 
along with your spades. 


Now you can take in your cards at 
a glance, arrange them quicker, and 
say good-bye to the unintentional 
revoke. If your dealer cannot sup- 
ply you, we will mail as many packs 
as you desire at 60c per pack post- 
paid. Send also for 


Easy Lessons in Auction Bridge, 128 
“winning” pages, 10c postpaid 


The Difference Between Contract ana 
Auction by Milton C. Work, Free 
THE U.S. PLAYING CARD CO, 
Dept. J-3, Cincinnati, U.S. A, 
or Windsor, Canada 
Sponsors of Bridge by Radio — new 


Series personal direction of 
Milton C. Work. 


NEW 
INDEX 


Playing Cards 








Mr. Lenz has held, fourtcen times, the 


@DNEY @ LENZ = 


National an 
Those who follow this department of Judge will unde) 


d International Bridge and Whist Champion 
stand why Wilbur C. 


Whi tehe ad has said: “Sidney 


Lenz is undoubtedly the most remarkable card player the world kas ever known. 


Mr. Lenz will welcome correspondence from Judge readers and will give advic 


related to Auction and Contract provided 


The correcting and tabulating of 
the solutions to the twelve Prize 
Bridge Hands is fast nearing com- 
pletion. 


Thousands of letters have been re- 
ceived from contestants asking that I 
explain to them why their method of 
bidding is not as good as mine. Of 
course, it is impossible to reply to 
all these letters, but I may state that 
I have bid these hands precisely as I 
would have if they had been held by 
me in a championship tournament. 


One hand that particularly seemed 
to arouse the ire of a contestant who 
apparently had already decided upon 
the color scheme of his Ruxton, was 
West’s hand on problem number six. 


“Do you mean to tell me,” he 
writes, “that holding six Hearts to the 
five top honors and a side Ace, you 
would pass without a bid after a one 
No Trump declaration on your right? 
Why, nobody else will bid it that 
way.” 

My correspondent seems to overlook 
the fact that, if nobody else bids the 
hand my way, his competitors in the 
contest would have no advantage over 
him on this specific problem. 


However, I might say for the in- 
formation of my harassed critic, that 
this hand appeared to give but little 
trouble to the average solver, as many 
thousands of contestants succeeded in 
scoring perfect figures on the deal. 


It may be of considerable interest 
to bridge players who spent hours in 
working over these problems to know 
just where the toughest spots were en- 
countered. Here is a summing up of 
the entire series of twelve deals: 

Problems one and two presented 
few difficulties to the experienced 
players. 

Problem three was smooth sailing 
up to the fifth bid. At that point 
a number of the old “push-em-up- 


school” could not resist the urge to 
rebid the Spades. 


Problem four scored at least eight 
points for the old masters. At the 
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¢ and answer questions 


correspondents send stamped addressed envelope for reply. 


ninth bid, South was forced to choose 
between going on to three No Trumps. 
returning to the partner's Spades, or 
permitting the Diamond declaration 
to stand. A good many stood pat on 
the Diamonds and scored the maxi- 
mum. 


Problem five had no terrors for the 
student but six was a bit of a teaser. 
Most of the flops came on the third 
bid, when North rescued with two 
Spades. Of course, with all the hands 
exposed, it was apparent that the,No 
Trump was not going to work out 
well on this deal. On the average, 
however, North’s type of hand will 
play to better advantage at a No 
Trump declaration. 

Problem seven was easy for play 
ers who had taken the trouble to brush 
up on my minimum bids. After 
West's Club bid everything dove- 


tailed nicely. 


Problem eight was well trapped at 
the eighth bid. East’s return to 
Clubs was plainly indicated and 
should not have been overlooked by 
players capable of high scores. 


Problem nine caused much anguish 
at the fourth bid and on. A simple 
“pass” at that point would have saved 
heaps of trouble. At the eighth bid 
East was again in difficulties, and this 
time it was too close for comfort. 
However, a surprisingly large number 
of players succeeded in bidding this 
deal perfectly. 

Problem ten scemed like home work 
until the ninth bid. Here many play- 
ers did not rebid the Diamonds, but 
placed the burden up to North. 
South’s cards are too powerful to risk 
a possible pass by the partner. 

Problem eleven had its big moment 
at the ninth bid. It was a close point. 
but many hundreds of contestants 
figured it out exactly as I did. 


Problem twelve was not as difficult 
as it seemed. When the player passed 
the ninth bunker and refrained from 
at once rebidding the Spades—hold- 
ing but one quick trick—the logical 
conclusion was in sight. 
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ears we can hear the clangor of the 


Chinese Master-Mind Strikes 
Again ! 

(Continued from page 9) 
which reads “Cloudy, possibly Oo- 
long” for January 16th, and for the 
17th “Colder, diminishing northwest 
winds, preserved ginger and _ lichee 
nuts before evening.” Dimly in our 


tocsin heralding yellow rule; and un- 
less some mug shows up with an anti- 
tocsin, you and I'll be pulling rick- 
shaws and blowing mouthfuls of 
starch at an ironing-board. Even at 
that, it might be worth while to see 
some of you palookas in a_ breech- 
clout and parasol. 


High Hat 
(Continued from page 22) 





green or a place to roll baby. You 
can always cut up the baize and 
make shamrocks for St. Patrick’s Day. 
\ box spring on the chassis will make 

good landing place for trampolin 
irtists. The slate can be sliced into 
new shingles for the garage. Train 
the legs to do a Tiller Girl routine and 
sell the pockets to the Pullman Com- 
pany for Singer Midget berths. Carry 
the cues in your golf bag for short | 
putts or they can be used for removing 
obstructions in the plumbing. The 
balls can be sold to jugglers or | 
dropped from the terrace on passer- 
bys’ heads when the party grows bor- 
ing. Nothing remains but the cue 
halk. If you know any dirty words, 
you can use that to write your opin- 
ions of the game. But you'll have to 
stay after school and dust the erasers 
f you do! 

In conclusion, it is only fair to add 
the High Hat team of Mac. and my- 
self went down to glorious, fighting 
defeat before the others, or Muckers. 
We can only say we acted like gentle- 
men throughout. We jiggled our op- 
ponents’ cues as they shot, tipped the 
table, rooted up the felt, clipped, 
swore somewhat and boasted of our 
feminine conquests, only to _ lose | 
through believing in the principles of | 
clean living as set forth by Richard | 
Halliburton. Naturally, we were not 
used to the stuffy quarters of the Bil- 
liard Hell, needing an open stadium, 
large semi-circular track or thorough- | 
bred to display our particular sort of | 
prowess. The others, Muckers and | 
Sun Dodgers, won only because of the 
sort of lives they have been leading: | 
lascivious, incestuous, worthless in- | 
door lives; the Board of Health ought | 
to get after them. 


| 
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won't do for 
Christmas 


a Waterman’s on the Christmas tree 
will bring lasting happiness to some- 
body. Made in almost limitless variety 
—and obtainable in appropriate and 
tasteful containers—there are Water- 
man’s fountain pens, pencils and desk 
sets for every member of the family. 


With their many exclusive and out- 
standing features, Waterman’s foun- 
tain pens are a revelation in writing 
satisfaction. 


The holders are of stainless hard- 
rubber, are light, resilient, and per- 
fectly balanced. 


Waterman’s No. 7 is the newest and 
most appealing idea in fountain pens. 
There are SEVEN different pen 
points to choose from—each identi- 
fied by its distinctive COLOR band. 
Waterman dealers are glad to replace 
any gift No. 7 for one that more ex- 
actly meets the handwriting require- 
ments of the recipient. 


There is no more attractive Christmas gift 
than a Waterman’s No. 7. For those who 
desire a companion pencil also, there is 
Waterman’s new No. 0727 Propel-Repel— 
the pencil with many new features. 


Guaranteed forever against all defects 


Waterman’s 


THE THOUGHTFUL CHRISTMAS GIFT 
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mountains, 
missions, 
seashore, 
sunshine 






The Santa Fe operates six daily trains 
to California. THE CHIEF is the fastest 
and only extra fare train to Southern 
California. The California Limited and 
Grand Canyon Limited are fast exclu- 
sively first-class trains without extra 
fare. And then the Navajo, Scout and 
Missionary. 
Fred Harvey dining service is another 


exclusive feature. Block signal safe- 
guards, too. 





Midwinter Escorted Ail- Expense 
Tours on certain days in January, 
February and March. 


After Calitornia— Hawaii 
mail this cou 


7 W.J. Black, Pass. Traf. Mgr., Seote Fe Sys. Lines, 
» 1215 Railway Exchange, Chicago, ill 
Please mail picture-folders checked below: 


: © Escorted all-expense tours The Indian-detour 
' © Grand Canyon Outings 0 California Picture Book 
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q is the name of a hwir brush bristle in Mozambique. 
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| excellent recipe for pickling pigs 
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Ahe intense heat on August 6 (929 
caused a field of popcorn on the farm 
ve_ grusshopper of Thomas Tomaine near Emporia Kars. 
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Assent-Minvep-Proressor’s Wire—And that string around 
your finger is to remind you to pull the cord that opens the 
parachute! 
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Press Box 
(Continued from page 19) 


in the v icinity of New York took to at- 
tending the Sunday games at the Polo 
attack and 
defense set forth in a close approxi- 


Grounds in order to see 
mation of the ideal toward which all 
of them toil, if a coach may be said 
to toil, and with the 
mum of confusion and lost motion. 


absolute mini- 


The principal fault of the profes- 
sional exhibitions, in fact, is this con- 
The men all are 
stars to begin with and, in the seasons 


summate efficiency. 
beyond their college service, they come 
to learn the way to do things with 
the least The 
customers’ notion of stirring football 


possible commotion. 


calls for a vast amount of heroic but 





unnecessary dumping and sprawling 
and the pros, like good second base- 
men in the major leagues, make the 
hard plays look so easy that the patron 
from 
well 


down 
and do it as 


imagines he could step 
where he. sits 
himself. 

Still, the pros prosper only in spots 
and at odd times and this indicates to 
me that the 
college games consists almost entirely 


of tradition, 


fascination of the great 


| 
| 
| 
j 
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crowd magnetism, girls | 


and imagination. The game is only a 


peg on which to hang a _ joyous 


occasion, 


Autumn Madrigal 


The coolness of the winter air 
Brings frost and chestnut burrs, 
And, sleek, luxurious and fair, 
The ladies in their furs, 
Heigh-ho! 


The ladies in their furs. 


The beasts to which the furs belonged 
No longer walk in pride; 
Toward the trappers’ traps 

thronged, 

And, having died, were dyed, Ah, 
me! 

And, having died, were dyed. 


they 


But with hauteur the ladies sniff 
As, fuzzily arrayed, 
They wear their garments just as if 
The payments all were made, 
Ho, hum! 


The payments all were made. 


And husbands who have given notes 
Protectingly stand near, 
Admonishing their overcoats 
To last another year, 
Ach so! 
To last another year. 


KING 


in the Spokane Spokesman 


—STODDARD 





In the service of all the people 


JUDGE—On Sale 








t THE WIDE NETW K OF sw 


An Adverti ement of the 


American Telephone and Telegraph Company 


THE Bell System is owned 
by 450,000 stockholders and 
operated by more than 
400,000 workers for the service of 
the people of the nation. 

It is a 


democratic instrument 


of a democracy. Big and little, 
rich and poor, can project their 
personalities over the wide net- 
work of its wires. For friendship 
or business, pleasure or profit, the 
telephone is indispensable to our 
modern civilization. 

This year the Bell System is 
erecting new telephone buildings 
200 cities. It is 


in more than 


The Shopping List 


NEXT WEEK 


Judge Jr’s. Selections of Good 


but Useless Trifles for 
that Christmas List 


Thursday 


or 





putting in thousands of 
miles of cable, thousands 
of sections of switchboard 


hundreds of thousands of 


and 


new telephones. Its expenditure 
for plant and improvements in 
service in 1929 will be more than 
550 millions of dollars—half again 
as much as it cost to build the 
Panama Canal. 

This program is part of the tele- 
phone ideal that anyone, anywhere, 
shall be able to talk quickly and at 
reasonable cost with anyone, any- 
where else. There is no standing 


still in the Bell System. 





BITTERS 


Tones the Stomach 
Improves the Appetite 
Aids Digestion 








Sample of Bitters by 
mail 25 cts. 
Cc. W. ABBOTT & CO. 
Baltimore, Md. 
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Judging the Shows 


(Continued from page 16) 


dialogue. I can therefore only hope 
that before he tackles his next play he 
will stiffen his resolution by taking 
three or four big hookers of Schnapps 
ind write it for all it is worth, despite 
God, Sumner and the municipal cops. 
Winter Bound,’ a poor play, indi- 
cates that he may have a very much 
better one in him. But such very 
much better plays aren’t written by 
men who are afraid. 


* * * « *~ 


"Tue new Aarons-Freedley music 

show, “Heads Up!” contains some 
very amusing clowning by Victor 
Moore and a future popular phono- 
graph record or two by Richard 
Rodgers, but it follows a general plan 
too familiar to kick up much great ex 
citement. The same firm’s “Hold 
Everything” was a much gayer dish. 
Assisting Moore in the entertainment 
of the customers are the attractive 
Mile. Starbuck, the honk-a-tonky 
Mile. Boulden, the long-legged and 
agile Mlle. Newberry and the M. 
Whiting, late of the aforementioned 
tasty “Hold Everything.” 


oa aa * * 


“TT Hunper IN THE Arr,” by Robins 

Millar, must regretfully be dis- 
missed as a fantasy based upon a very 
good dramatic idea that goes to pieces 
because of the author’s poverty of 
imagination and _ periodically very 
clumsy writing. 


om 


What puzzles Dora not a little is 
why they are always locking up juries 
and letting the defendant loose. 

—Dertroir News 


A southend angler caught two fine 
fish on his line at once. His scornful 
friends claim that it was a piscatorial 
suicide pact. 

—Passinc Snow 


Public reaction to the Carnegie 


Foundation’s report on college foot- | 


ball is similar to the attitude toward 

disagreeable weather—nobody seems 

willing to do anything about it. 
—Dvtvutu Herarp 


“This is my great-grandfather,” ex- 
plained the host, pausing before a 
portrait. “He lost his leg at Water- 
loo.” 

“Shocking place for losing things,” 
murmured the guest. “I lost my suit- 
case there last week.” 

—TAaTLEeR 





EMBARRASSING MOMENTS 


When you have made 
a break at bridge and your partner 


says “Probably your first game?” ... 


be nonchalant... LIGHT A MURAD. 





© P. Lorillard 
Co., Est, 1760 


























“The Usual Christmas Present” 


is the definition of what three-letter word? Of 
course you know the answer. Tie? That's right. 
ET us suggest the unusual Christmas present. Really surprise him this year 


with a gift that costs less—that is unique—that will afford hours and hours 
of pleasure—a gift that will not reach the elevator boy. 


Jupce’s Crossword Puzzle Book 


Contains more than 6,000 humorously clever definitions which would make 
Noah Webster turn over in his grave. 

Edited by the staff of Jupce, it is the original and only humorous cross-word 
puzzle book on the market. It contains 50 of the best puzzles that have ever 
appeared in Jupce, with definitions revised up to date. 

The correct answers to the puzzles are sealed in the back of the book. 


Order Your Copies Now! 


In order to help solve your Christmas shopping problems we will send this 
greatest of all cross-word puzzle books direct to your friends for Christmas 
delivery. We will be glad to enclose your personal greeting card. The price 
is $1.50 per copy. For your convenience in ordering, a coupon will be found on 
page 32. 
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PUT THE ROMANCE 
OF SEVEN SEAS ON 
YOUR MANTEL 


rye associations cluster about the Storm- 

oguide, modern descendant of the old-fash- 
ioned barometer. Into any home it brings th- 
colorful romance of far places. ..of hard-driven 
clippers and rusty-sided ships. 


As a Christmas gift, the Stormoguide is a graceful 
compliment, implying a taste for the beautiful 
and unusual. It’s useful, too. A yachtsman or 
golfer will be glad for this friendly weather-fore- 
caster. In planning a fishing trip, a ‘cross-country 
flight, or what to wear, the Stormoguide will tell 
what tomorrow's weather will be. 


A unique gift indeed for home or office, and not 
likely to be duplicated. Housed in a graceful 
cabinet of polished walnut finished bakelite. Has 
414" gold-toned dial, good grade aneroid move- 
ment and is adjustable for uses in altitudes from 
0 to 2,500 feet. The Taylor Stormoguide (Stand- 
ing Pattern) is priced at $15. If your dealer can 
not supply you, use the coupon below. 




















ir k y/ ; ‘Ci J 
ROCHESTER, N. Y.,U.S. A. 
CANADIAN PLANT, TYCOS BUILDING, TORONTO 
MANUFACTURING DISTRIBUTORS IN GREAT BRITAIN 
SHORT & MASON, LTD., LONDON 


COUPON 
Taylor Instrument Companies 
127 Ames St., Rochester, N. Y., U.S.A. 
Please send one Taylor Stand Pattern Stormoguide 
for enclosed $15 
I understand safe delivery is guaranteed 
Name 


Address 
City State 
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Judge’s Crossword Puzzle No. 133 
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Submitted by J. Luzzatto, Bronz, N. Y. C. 


Horizontal 


This is simply poisonous 

This is what a dollar does in Scotland. 
Bozo. 

A vault. 

This schooner often crosses the bar. 
South American ostrich. 

4 famous ball carrier. 

\ red rubber. 

A wooden parasol. 

He just burns Egypt. up. 

You'll always find this at home. 
Meander 

Backs 

Gumshoe 

These carry colds to Newcastle. 
This will strap y 

A cut-up street 

This has coils and springs. 

Dry 

4 good thing to eat with 

What the house of Morgan is founded on. 
A bad place for a close shave (pl 

4 sparkler. 

These are always good for a shake-down. 
Salamanders. 

The original flood relief. 

A pair of aces. 

Gargantuan 

The fruit of crime 

These know swat! swat! 

Cases are often opened before this. 
A game guy. 

What the horse's breakfast was. 
He who laughs last says this. 
Common carrier. 

Chattel. 

This is always going to a fire. 

To fire. 

Automatic hair-grower. 

This usually has the pip. 
Considers. 

Mrs. Dinsmore’s little girl. 

Snoop. 


Vertical 


This awakens the early bird 

A bristle. 

Some one you ought to be able to fall back on. 
You and I. 

Narrow cuts. 

In society this comes high. 

What divots are made of. 
Alternative. 

Whippersnapper. 

This is a strike out. 

Tropical plant with yellow insides. 
The news is out on this. 


30 


Judge pays $10 for each puzzle printed 


17, This is all keyed up and you 
tune out of it. 

20. Razzberries. 

22. In the midst of. 

26. One way to set the world on fire. 

28. Phoney. 

29. Something to cultivate at table. 

30. A wild woman. 

31. Baby air mail. 

32. A honker. 

33. Where the old Indian sign, “* 

34. A brassy loo 

35. A booze fight. 

37. Mid-Victorian hangovers. 

39. An old dodge 

41. The American derby. 

43. Crank. 

46. Columbus’ turbines. 

48. The enemy usually gets the hang of these. 

52. Spinners. 

54. This is ariot. Wall Street whoopee. 

55. This is what criminals do when they go to the pen. 

56. Chinese dough (pl.) 

57. Andy's nickname. 

58. What the tortoise beat. 

59. You can't put this kind of ring on a girl's finger. 

60. German monsieur 

61. Chew on this for a while and think things over. 

63. ‘One bullet” in poker. 

65. Knock, knock, knock. 

67. Printer’s measure. 

69. Printer’s dessert. 


Solution of Last Week’s Puzzle 


) get a thumping ¢g 


Do Not Disturb,” was t 
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Radio Selections 
(All Time given is Eastern Standard Time 


Thursday, December 5 

8:00—Fleishmann Hour. WEAF, WEEI, WTAG, WJAR, 
WCSH, WFI, WRC, WGY, WGR, WCAE, KSD, 
WFJC, WHO, WOW, WDAF, WWJ, WTMJ, WPTF, 
WBT, WJAX, WIOD, WHAS, WMC, WSB, WSMB, 
WKY, WSAI, KPRC, KOA, WEBC, WRVA, KSL, 
WOAIL, WSM, KGO, KGW, KOMO, KHQ, WBAP, 
WAPI, KTHS, KPO. Rudy Vallee continues to cause 
heart throbs 

9:00—El Tango Romantico. WJZ, KDKA. South Ameri- 
can songs and musi 

10:00—Temple Hour, WABC, WNAC, WEAN, WFBL, 
WJAS, WADC, WGHP, WBBM, KMOX, KMBC, 
KOIL, WSPD, WHK, WLBW, WMAL, WCCO, WKR( 
WKBW, WCAU, WOWO, WCAH Modern dance 
mu ts best 


sic atl ” 


Friday, December 6 

7:30—Dixies Circus. WJZ, WBZ, WBZA, KDKA, KYW, 
WHAS, WSM, WSB, WBT, WMC, WLW Bob Sher- 
wood, the cireus clown, regales with stories, and a novelty 
orchestra plays appropriate selections 

8:30—Eversharp Penmen. WABC, WMAQ, WFBL, 
WHK, WMAK, WJAS, KMBC, KOIL, WKRC, WNAC, 
WEAN, WADC, WLBW, WCAIT WCAO, WGHP, 
WOWO, KMOX, WSPD, WMAL, CKGW. Your 
handwriting analyzed via radio 

11:00—Jan Garber’s Orchestra. WOWO, WGHP, WISN, 
WWNC, WKBN, WLBW, WEAN, WSPD, WMAL, 
WDOD, WBRC, WJAS, WKRC, WCAU, KFH, KOIL, 
KLZ, WMAK, WVI, WREC, WDBJ. Dance music by 


n expert in the fine art of syncopation. 
Saturday, December 7 


9:30—Gillette Program. WJZ, WZ, WBZA, WBAL, 
WHAM, KDKA, WJR, WLW, KWK, WREN, WIBO. 
Semi-classical musical prograt 

11:00--Guy Lombardo and His Royal Canadians. WABC, 
WOWO, WGHP, WCAO, WISN, WHP, WWNC, 
WLBW, WNAC, WEAN, WSPD, WMAL, WDOD 
WBRC, WJAS, WKRC, WCAU, KOIL, KLZ, KDYL, 
WKBW, KFPY, KVI, WREC, WDBJ. Slow and sweet. 

11:30—Hotel Paramount Orchestra. WAKC, WOWO, 
WGHP, WCAO, WISN, WHP, WWNC WLBW, 
WNAC, WEAN, WSPD, WMAL, WDOD, WBRC, 
WKRC, WCAU, KOIL, KLZ, KDYL, WKBW, WFPY, 
KVI, WREC, WDBJ. Music of lifferent type, but 
, f re ir j 


great a Gancing moog 


Sunday, December 8 

8:30—Chase and Sanborn Choral Orchestra. WEAF, 
WTIC, WJAR, WTAG, WCSH, WRC, WGY, WGR, 
WCAE, WFJ ww WSAI, KSD, WOW, WLS 
WDAF, WIOD, WHAS, WEBC, WMC, WSB, WSMB, 
WKY, KTHS, KPRC, WO\L, WHO, KVOO, WBT, 
WLIT. Ohman and Arden—a noble piano duo. As 
sisted by s ists and ar 

9:00-—Majestic Theatre of the Air. WABC, WCAU, WNAC, 
WEAN, WFBL, WMAK, WCAO, WJAS, WADC, 
WKRC, WGHP, WBBM, WOWO, KMOX, KMBC, 
KOIL, WSPD, WHK, WLBW, WLAC, WMAL, WDBJ, 
WTAR, WWNC, WDOD, WBRC, WREC, KLRA, 
KFJF, KRLD, KTSA, WDSU, WCCO, WISN, KLZ, 
KDYL, WFBM, CFRB, CKAC, KFRC, KHJ, KOIN, 
KVI, KFPY, WDEL, WSAZ, WIBW. Wendell Hall 
und his gang keep springing surprises. 

10:15—Master Musicians. WJZ, WHAM, OA, WRC, 
KWK. Concert orchestra assisted by soloists. 


rchestra 


Monday, December 9 

8:30—A and P Gypsies. WEAF, WEEI, WTIC, WJAR, 
WTAG, WCSH, WLIT, WRC, WGY, WGR, WCAE, 
WWJ, WSAI, WGN, KSD, WOC, WDAF, WTAM 
Harry Horlick directing a string sextet 

10:00—Burns Panatela Country Club WABC, WCAI 
WNAC, WEAN, WFBL, WMAK, WCAO, WJAS, 
WADC, WKRC, WGHP, WMAQ, WOWO, KMOX, 
KMBC, KOIL, WSPD, WHK, WLBW, WMAL, 
WFBM. Informal gathering of orchestra and soloists. 

11:00—New Yorker Hotel Orchestra. WEAF, WTIC, 
WGR, WFIJC, WWJ, WME Peppy dance music 

12:00—Edgewater Beach Orchestra. WEAF, KYW Ted 


Fiorita presenting an hour of splendid music. 


Tuesday, December 10 
8:30—Around the World with Libby. WJZ, WBZ, WBAL, 
WHAM, WBZA, KDKA, WJR, WLW, KWK, KYW 
WREN, WHAS, WSM, WMC, WSB, WSMB, KOA 
KSL, KPO, KGO, KGW, KOMO, KHQ. A musical 


tour 

9:00——Johnson and Johnson Program. WJZ, WBZ, WBZA 
WHAM, KDKA, KYW, KWK, WLW, WREN, WBAL 
Musical melodrama 

11:00—Slumber Music. WJZ, KDKA, WREN, WLW. 


Restful music by a string ensemble. 


Wednesday, December 11 
8:00—Yeast Foamers. WJZ, WBZ, WBZA, WHAM 
KDKA, WJR, KYW, KWK, WLW, WREN, WTMJ 
KSTP, WEBC, WFAB. A bit of comedy, a bit of 
music, a bit of song. 


9:00—Halsey Stuart Program. WEAF, WEEI, WJAR, 


WSAL KSD. WOC, WOW, KSTP. WBT, WJAX 
WHAS, WMC, WSB, WSMB, KVOO, KPRC, 
WOAI, KOA, KGO, KOMO, KHQ, KGW, KFI 
The “Old Counsellor” and an orchestra under the 
direction of Andy Sannella. 

aimolive Hour, WEAF, WEEI, WTIC, WJAR, 
WTAG, WCSH, WLIT, WRC, WGY, WGR, WCAE, 
WTAM, WWJ, WSAI, WGN, KSD, WOC, WOW, 
WDAF, WSMB, KSTP, WTMJ, WHAS, WSM, 
WMC, WSB, WBT, WJAX, KVOO, KPRC, WOAI, 
KOA, KSL, KPO, KGO, KFI, KGW, KOMO, 
KHQ, WFAA. Popular and operatic selections pre- 
sented by a large cast. 


Merlin The Second. 
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WRIGLEY’S 
SPEARMINT 
is liked by mil- 
lions because 
of its smooth 
chewing quality 
and delicious 
flavor. 








TRE ANSWER 


D' ) YOUR Christmas shopping early is an old story, but after all 
it is the old stories that are best, and there’s no fool like an 


old fool. 


Then, too, there’s the incident of that lady in Syracuse who started 
to do her Christmas shopping the day before Christmas, got caught in 
a trafhe jam and arrived downtown in time to buy a new Easter hat. 


If you're up against a solution for the blanks on your shopping list, 
we suggest you use our own specially prepared blank spaces and turn 
a tear into a smile, or an enemy into a friend, and let Santa slip into 
his house Christmas Day with a JupGE subscription. We will send 
to each lucky person a card announcing your gift. 


Judge Publishing Co., Inc. 12-7-29 
18 East 48th Street, | 
New York, N. Y. 


Enclosed please find my check for... | 
Please send JUDGE for | 


C] 104 Wecks Cnereeeeeneonnse $7.80 My name is 


2 6 Rr eee eee 5.00 
to the following: | Address 



















































Planters Salted Peanuts are always as 
fresh as the latest Extra. Crisp as a 
newly printed newspaper. As big and 
plump as the Sunday Edition. 


These wholesome, roasted, salted pea- 
nuts are the pick of the Virginia crop. 
“The Nickel Lunch.” Sold only in 
the glassine bag with MR. PEANUT 
on it. Buy a bag every day. 

TUNE IN 
**PLANTERS PEANUT Pickers.” WEAF and 


associated NBC Stz we Every Friday at 
10 P. M. (E. S. T. 

















PLANTERS Nut & CHoco.ate Co. 
U. S. A. and Canada 


PLANTERS 


SALTED PEANUTS 














The Old 
Reliable 
Credit 
Jewelers 


A PL, 


Dept.c-874 108 MN. State Street Chicago, li. 


DIAMONDS WATCHES 


Oy - Ny = Teo} af Se 22 3 9) i & 
7 Oe eee 
|. Lowest prices! Buy now. 


SEND FOR 
ALOG! 


HOW TO ORDER: Send first pay- 
ment— state article desired—name 
 } of employer —kind of work you do 
i—how long in - —— 
gy married—where liv aw 


there. STRICTLY CONFIDENTIAL, 





Watches on Credit 
Cash 
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1 color of my eyes! 


Market Mother Goose 


Sing a song of millions— 
A pocket full of stocks, 
Four and twenty good things 
Gone upon the rocks. 


The bears are in the counting-house 
Counting out their shares, 

The lambs are in the pawn shops 
Hocking all their wares. 


The queens are in high dudgeon— 
There isn’t any honey; 
What's the use of petting 
Men who haven’t money? 
—S. N. Fieck 
in the Evening Sun 


New York reports its first “hu- 
manist’”’ wedding, which does not in- 
clude the old phrases, Mendelssohn’s 
march, promises to obey or the pres- 
ence of the bride’s father. In fact, 
the bride gave an interview in which 
she said: “I am an individual and not 
a chattel.” The bridegroom said noth- 
ing, and that was the only old-fash- 
ioned feature of the wedding. 

—Sropparp Kine 
in the Spokane Spokesman 

“There are fortunes to be made in 
Wall Street with a small 
said a broker last night. “Yop,” said 
another poker player, who had just 
had a pat flush beaten, “and you just 
take the dictionary, select some words 
and put them in the right order, and 
you'll make Shakespeare look like a 
sucker.” —F. P. A. 

in The World 


Elmer Twitchell is perfecting a 
new ticker. On every tenth quotation 
it drops an aspirin tablet. 


—H. I. Puruies 
in the Evening Sun 





capital,” 











“T don’t believe you even know the 





“Now Ethel, when those mosquitoes 
bite me and I let go, let it be a lesson 
to you! Never go picnicking with 
your next husband unless you take 
along the Flit!” Apvr. 





THE COUPON 


| Judge Publishing Co., Inc., 
18 East 48th Street, 


New York, N. Y. 12-7-29 
| 
} Please send copies of Judge’s Cros 
Word Puzzle Book at $1.50 each, for 
| which I enclose $ » to 
| 
Name 
| Address ‘ ! 
' 
. 4 ity State 
Name 
Address 
| City State | 


My name and address is 

















SONG WRITERS! 


Substantial Advance Royalties 
are paid on w found acceptable for pub- 
3 lication. Anyone wishing to write either 
y the words or music for songs may submit 
work for ee examination and advi jee. 


y.New 
pam by * Talking Pictures”. ‘ull7 de- 
scribed in our free book. Wri fer it 
Today—Newcomer Associates 
134 Earle Building, New van, N.Y. 













PISO’S 
gives quick, 
effective relief. 
Pleasant, soothin 
and healing. Excellent for children— 

QUICK contains no opiates. 
Successfully used for 65 
years. 35c and 60c sizes. 


EDWARD LANGER PRINTING CO., INC., JAMAICA, N. ¥. 






RELIEF 











toes 
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with 
tah 
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2UADRi-COLOR CO., JAMAICA, N.Y. 

















“One thing you can say for the men— 





they know a good smoke.” ; 
Jawe: 
Their judgment has made Camels the 





most popular cigarette in the United 


States. 


Camel 


CIGARETTES A, Ee 


Company, Winston-Salem, N. C. 











